PATCHWORK                                          "A"

"I am a Hindu, sair," he said. "I do not wear my
caste marks for this great seat of learning does away

with all. S------P------G------is my name. I am

a hard worker, but money I have not, for my father
is an uninstructed man. It is hard ... I have a
wife and three children and at night I work for my
school-leaving exam. My child is sick; she is a girl
and very puny. I have no money, how shall I pay to
beaB.A.?"

"I haven't any idea," I said. "How old are you?"

"I am nineteen years, sair, and here is my leaving
certificate."

"How old is your wife?"

"My wife is nothing at all, but she will have a
baby in two months or more: he will be a son, I
daresay, so she must have food."

"How old is she?"

"She is seventeen years, sair. She is not beautiful."

"Thank you, S------ P------ G------," I said,

looking at my note, and hoping that I had got the
name right. "That will do."

"Yes, sair. . . . You will give me the scholar-
ship, sair. I will thank you all my life long, and
pray that much riches and blessing come upon you
and many, many children, for I am a very poor
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